WHAT  THE "HOUSE"  THINKS
the east a faint, faint band of pink held earth an,' together.   I was calm and quite ready to rest      \Yi ~SK'"' uncertainty was at an end.   What the public w™i»  r I could not know; what I would do wjclear and ^a r before me at last.
Poor Mr. Daly! I sighed, for I knew his anxietv ail ! uneasiness were not allayed.   Bertie, tired of waiting f -me, had curled her loving little body up in mv pillow-^ distinct breach of family discipline.   A few moments latiT feeling her small tail beating a blissful tattoo on mv fev" I muttered, laughingly:     A little prayer, a little  ,5~~ and a little rest/' and so sank into the sound sleep ! ti desperately needed, in preparation for the   ever-to-be-dreaded first night of " L'Article 47" of  the  French Penal Code.
The house was packed. Well-known people were all through the theatre. Act I. represented the French Court with a trial in full swing — it played for one hour, lacking three minutes. I was on the stage ten minutes only. I was told Mr. Daly shook his head violently at the curtain's fall.
The next act I was not in at all, but it dragged, an i when that was over Mr. Daly's peculiar test of ptsKie feeling showed the presence of  disappointment,     Like many other managers, he often placed men here and there to listen to the comments made by his patrons, but his quickest, surest way of judging the effect a new play was making, was by watching and listening at the very moment of the curtain's fall.   If the people instantly to one another in eager speech, and a bee-like hum of conversation arose, he nodded his head with pleased satisfaction — he knew they were saying, " How lovely ! *f " That was a fine effect!" " We've had nothing better for a long time! "   " It's just divine I"   " It's great! " etc,
When they spoke slowly and briefly, he shook his         ; but when they sat still and gazed steadily straight of them, he called a new play for rehearsal next morning. That second act had made him shake his head; toe